CHAPTER   FIVE
Swanson on Skyscrapers
Dance, Dance, Dance Little Lady,
Youth is fleeting
To the rhythm beating
In your brain* . . *
(Any Noel Coward Revue].
So far, we have considered in these pages only the
grotesque and the heroic. Let us now contem-
plate the beautiful. Let us in fact contemplate Miss
Gloria Swanson.
I choose her for two reasons - firstly because I
met her very soon after I returned from the bosom
of Mayor Thompson, and secondly because her re-
action to New York was precisely similar to my own.
Yet, as I contemplate the white sheet of paper
before me, bearing only these words and the title
names, still glistening with wet ink, I feel nervous.
I feel that I should write in coloured inks, that golden
asterisks should flicker between my paragraphs. I
feel that I should plunge my hand into a Press agent's
wastes-paper basket, drag up a fistful of hot and
splendid adjectives, and hurl them sparkling across
the page. I feel, in short, that I should write in
movie prose, which is precisely what I am about to
do, for almost the first thing she ever said to me was
one of the best movie captions ever composed: -
'My life is like a street, and I never know when I
shall cross that street. All I know is that when I
. have crossed it, I am a different person. And when
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